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See Through 


He was not Andi. 


The voice was different, the height, the shoulder-breadth;, the demeanor was nothing like him, but a swish of 


blond hair on the border of his vision—and each time Roland's heart clenched. 


Jorn was heavy, confident and full of himself. He knew exactly what he wanted. He didn’t really want to be in a 
band full-time, although he quite enjoyed the spotlight and the freedom of creativity. He was a man of many 


ambitions, and constantly bumping heads with him tired Roland more than he cared to admit. 


Jorn would certainly never kiss a toy gas mask, or dance in his underwear, deliberately looking like a complete 
idiot. 

Roland had long ago stopped reading news and buying music magazines. He didn't care for money or acclaim, he 
knew he would make it anyway, sooner or later. He didn't even care for the parallels people were drawing 


between his new album and the Helloweer's, and there were more than a few that liked his better. 


It was that silly giggle that haunted him for over ten years. 


Even in the same band, Andi had been off-limits. He hung off Roland's neck on more than one occasion, 
breathing cocktail cherry into his ear, but it always came to nothing. Just friendship. Like he had no idea. Like 
he never noticed the heat flushing Roland's face and.. other regions. 

When they'd first met, he'd been a scarecrow of a man, clumsy and sunburnt, but somehow devoid of any 
insecurities or self-doubts. Roland, on the other hand, was painfully aware of his not-exactly-good looks and 
lack of social skills. 

Andi's smile made it all inessential. 

The new Helloween broke through, and Roland was finally able to afford himself a new apartment. There they 
hung out sometimes, Uli and Markus ravaging the bar, Weiki sprawled on the couch, his arm over Andi's 


shoulders. 


They never exactly made it official, but everyone close to the band knew. It were the nineties, and no one gave 


a damn that the vocals and the guitar of Helloween fucked each other. 
And Weiki was sharp enough to see why those parties stretched out so long and silent. 


It was one hell of a fistfight when Roland's patience finally snapped. Andi walked in on them, drawn by the noise, 
and was so mad that he provided them with a black eye each. He'd always been a strong little motherfucker. 


That was essentially it. Andi and Weiki made up (no sooner than Weiki's eye had healed, mind you), and Roland 
felt like he was already out of the band. It only needed to be made official. He decided to leave on his own just 
to spare Weiki the pleasure of kicking him out, but even here he was, as always, too late. 

Now he had the band, the power, the new vocalist, and a tiny ghost that wandered around his room at night. 
The night their album was out he dialed the number he still hadn't had the guts to delete. 

"Hi, this is Andi Deris. | can't pick up now, so please leave the message after the scream". 

The scream, shrill and blood-curdling, and so Andi Roland cleared his throat. 

"You did it on purpose, you motherfucker. You played us off against each other. And you're not going to stop, 
are you? So who's next? Markus? That little kid of a guitarist? The drummer? | just hope that one day they 
will see you for the mean bastard that you are. Fuck you". 


The reply came back in a message, three minutes later. 


Disappointed that you haven't had an opportunity? 


Roland put aside his phone. He was right, absolutely right, and he had to be happy about that. But the only 


thing he felt was emptiness. 


And the sad little ghost on the edge of his bed had no intention of disappearing. 


